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T(w Mainichi n(wslmpcﬂ of
,Tokyo sent @ team of corres
spondents to South Viet-Nam to;
write about the people, the'sols’
diers and the Viet Cony guer-.
rillas — giving empliasis. to the
human paradoxes of that
strange war, rather than to the
fighting itself. This adaptation
of what tlhey found was pre-
pared by Washington Post Staff
_(Wru‘cr Srerhng Scn"r(we.
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A ']f';.';.ii'!.m' Was Belrayed

HUNJIRO ISHIZUKA met his first Viet Cong :n a

bioody episode culminated by a firing squad.

The rainy seasan was ending and the Mekong River
was running high and yellow. In the morning, the party
Ishizuka accompanied set out aboard three- armed
motor launches from the elite 7th Division's headqu:u ier8 «
at My Tho, 40 miles southwest of Saigon.

The lorpid heat and the fetid stink of the Mekong Delta
swamps made everyone drowsy—until the puttputt of
the engines was interrupted by a loud “Bang!”

“V( snipers,” grunted. Capt King, the American mi]x-

Tovm——

"His feet gave him away . . .
Ho Chi Minh sandals.

N BOTH SIDES OF THE ROAD 70 miles from Saigon

' the flooded, pale-grecn paddy fields gave way tn
‘stands of yellow bamboo and clumps of dense gree
'1ung1e It was a hot m1d4a1‘tcrnoon, and-only the riotousl
-plumed paddy birds soamlng on thermals over the ripent
iing rice tassels notxccd the passing jeep.
> “Cham! Cham!"

© The jeep screeched-to 'a stop. In ’dhe passenger seaﬂ
Mainichi correspondem Kenkichi Konﬂs’hl ‘was startle ~ary adviser.
ouélzilgnv;am} g::g were three Vletnamese m army uni . The three launches charged into the mangroves, Swans
forms, rifles at ready. flushed up into the sky. One launch emerged towing a.

! ) sampan and & captive.

“The soldiers surrounded the Jeep. Konishi, the driveq|’ His name Phanh Le Thanh. H !

and the interpreter climbed out and raised their handjf blgaclll? sho:{;“san A ‘31}ck espor:::cles € wore only a p
over their heads. ' . He denied being a sniper. He claimed he was
V'.[‘hen, looking dacross t'Jthhz road, Konis&;i :;\lw anc:ltl}fl‘ agent. He showed papers which purported to show C

ictnamese standing in the deep grass in the roadside . \ '

‘difch. He wore a black homespun shirt, baggy blacl on assignmeat for Special Forces. A snapshot showed him

dressed as’a Victnamese policeman.. In Viet Cong coun-
Arousers, and a green woven-baniboo hat. He held a seml try, such documents are sulcidal,
;’i“f‘;’]‘{“;’;‘;’d;ﬁlzu‘z(}‘:‘f&dﬁ:ﬁ :ﬁi?of: I?ﬁt::?t:‘r?: A“;‘ ‘1’;; " Finally, alter gentlemanly interrogation, it was cer Lain |
truck. They were “Ho Chi Minh sandals.” E that he was a cht Cong and had even been. captured

ile was a Viet Cong. before.
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' " He had been 1cleased thn e promised to change his g
. While the. three Communist guerrillas searched ‘and ways, but he had soon returned to his old haunts n the

Go Cong district and had . become a district guerilla !
leader. When a Viet Cong is cnptured twicc. he is almo-;t
certain 1o be put to death,”

Realdzmg that his forged papers were serving only* to
dig his grave, Phanh Le Thanh offered to show the Wny

‘intervogated Konishi’'s driver and interpreter, the Vie
Oong commander looked Konishi over. Then he laughed
.~ “This is the first time I have ever ‘seen a Japanese.”

An hour later Konishi and -his companions were rey
Jecased after’ questiondng; :
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